SLABTOWN

an independent contract. That extra dollar a week was
not turned into the family fund. He considered it his
own, his first capital. Little acorns, mighty oaks------
By now, Carnegie took all his messages by sound, one
of the very few operators in the country able to accom-
plish this extraordinary feat. People came to the office
curious to witness the phenomenon. Andy was not at all
backward in demonstrating his skill.
A flood wiped out the wires between Steubenville and
Wheeling. Andy was rushed to Steubenville and for sev-
eral days kept communication open by relaying dis-
patches in small boats down the river to Wheeling. Late
one evening young Carnegie was at the landing to meet
the Pittsburgh-Cincinnati packet boat. Among the deck
passengers was his father, with a pack of table linen
which he intended to peddle in Cincinnati. Andy
wanted to buy a cabin passage for his father but the
latter shook his head, saying: "No, no, my boy, we canna
afford it."
"Never mind, father," responded Andy, repeating
words that were always upon his lips in moments such as
this, "it won't be long before you and mother shall ride
in your own carriage."
"Andra, I'm proud of you. Now run back to your
work," said the father, with feeling.
Alas, the only carriage the shy, reserved William Car-
negie was fated to ride in upon American soil was a
somber vehicle. Broken by his struggles, he died before
his optimistic elder son had turned twenty.
The event which all Pittsburgh looked forward to in